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About two o'clock in the afternoon the tall cliffs guarding the
entrance to the bay rose dimly through the murk. The sea was
quieter under the immediate lee of the island, but the high wind
still made the ship hard to manage. A swaying iceberg, insecurely
grounded outside, half blocked the narrow passage—only one
hundred yards wide—into the bay. We squeezed through; and
then, to our dismay, saw only open water.
But though in a land-locked harbour, we were still none too safe.
Deception is the most curious of Antarctic Islands, having the
form of a South Sea atoll; but, instead of low coral banks, those of
Deception rise three thousand feet. It is the crater of an extinct
volcano which in past ages blew off its top and later subsided into
the sea. We could see nothing of that now. Even the drifted shore
close by was indistinct. Down the slopes from the north howled
willy-willies, kden with old granular snow, twisting the Wyatt
Earp in then- grip and lashing the bay to fury. The little ship
nosed her way to the whaling anchorage off Port Foster. We had
just begun to make out the outlines of the big factory and the
workmen's houses when a thick snow-squall shut out everything,
making it unsafe to anchor just then. To put in the time, we took
a turn to the back of the bay to look for the hard, smooth ice on
which we had counted, but there was none. The bay was ice-free.
Our take-off field did not exist this year.
Greatly disappointed, we steamed back to the factory, where we
succeeded hi anchoring. All that afternoon and night the storm
continued unabated, so that we saw nothing of the island. At mid-
night there was a sudden lull, the barometer dived below twenty-
nine inches, and for some minutes ensued a dead calm, a light snow
drifting down. We were in the eye of the hurricane. Then the
wind struck again, from the south this time and hard as a board.
Low and laden as she was, the Wyatt Earp swung around sharply
on her cable, her stern only a few yards from the beach. Scarcely
had she streamed herself into the wind when drift ice, coming in
through the mouth of the bay, bore down on her, rearing up on the
taut anchor chain, grinding along the stout sides of the Wyatt Earp,
and threatening to lift her up on the beach. By morning we were
thoroughly packed and frozen in, the temperature falling fifteen
degrees below the freezing point

